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to-morrow. That was a treat, but Ghaib's gaffs was an
ill wind for all concerned.

He was sent to the front-line trenches. He was a fool
and twister as well as a traitor, but I daresay he man-
aged to " wangle " himself into another easy position on
the lines of communication : such men have a keen in-
stinct of self-preservation. Our guards were changed.
Our isolation became stricter : we were allowed no com-
munication whatever with the soldier prisoners, and were
not even permitted to stand on the veranda when any
troops were parading in the barrack square below. A
special police sentry watched my friend and me.

Our men, we heard, were dying at the rate of two or
three a day. Escape was more than ever difficult and
more than ever urgent. In these circumstances it was with
great excitement that I received the news that the German
Consul wanted to see me in the Commandant's office.

Ranged round the room were various notables :
doctors, apothecaries, priests, lawyers Not for ten days
had I walked further than to the latrine. I bowed to
everyone present, after the manner of the country. On a
dais slightly above us sat the Consul and the Com-
mandant. For some time we kept silence ; then the Com-
mandant offered me a cigarette. I rose in my chair and
saluted him, but refused the peace-offering.

The German Consul spoke. He told me that he had
been instructed by telegraph from the Sublime Porte,
acting on behalf of the German Ambassador, to pay me
the sum of five hundred marks in gold. The money came
from a friend of my father's, Freiherr Baron von Mumm.
(He was a near neighbour of ours in Italy.) I begged the
Consul to thank the generous donor, and a vista of possi-
bilities immediately rose to my mind.